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wasted on him. I imagine that she had been giving
them to him regularly and Pooralli, who must have
known something about it, had a shot at mixing the
same thing for him. He just missed it by a hair's-
breadth, that's all. Too much of the sedative and too
little of the excitant. I'll have to guess a lot, of course,
but I'll try and put it right.*3
For a few minutes he was very busy with the bot-
tles. He searched round the shelves and found some-
thing else he needed. Then he discovered a mixing
bowl, turned up his coat sleeves and set to work* He
held up the result of his labours to the light and
smiled as he watched it clear. Then he went over to
the couch, opened the young man's mouth with a
sudden movement and poured the draught down his
throat.
"You needn't be afraid that I have done him any
harm," he said, wiping his hands upon the small
towel which Pooralli had given him. "That dose is
what he's been hanging round for. Lady Grassleyes
must have had a reason of her own for holding it
back. Fortunately he is just able to retain it."
"But I still don't understand," Jane confessed.
"It isn't easy, of course,*' he agreed, throwing the
towel on one side and lighting a cigarette. "The
young man has probably been a drug addict at some
time or other. Lady Grassleyes was curing him and I
should say she was well on the way to success. Only
how she has collected all these herbs and some of
those exotic plants I see in the hot-houses beyond I
can't imagine. They are worth a fortune to any
chemist/'